WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
and we swam back together, but after that first experience she realized
that I was always coming back and never again could she be induced,
whether by rubber balls, of which she was inordinately fond, or any
other device, to enter the water again.
Occasionally, when the sea was rough and the wind was blowing
from a certain quarter, Stanley Bay became extremely dangerous for
bathers, owing to a strong undercurrent seawards. Every year there
were a certain number of fatal accidents, in spite of the black flag which
was hoisted on the cliff whenever these conditions prevailed. I dis-
regarded the black flag myself once, but only once. My private
secretary that year was a young man called Wallinger, who had been
educated at Sherborne. Tall and well set up, he had been prominent
as an athlete at his school, which he had represented at boxing as well
as at cricket and football. I decided to have my bathe without going
out of my depth. But I went just a little bit too far, and suddenly
found that I could not get back and was being slowly drawn out
to sea. Being a little wiser than I was at Cuckoo Weir, I at once
shouted to Wallinger for help. He was at the time standing on the
beach and I have never seen anyone get off the mark quicker. He
just didn't waste even a split second and was himself a strong
swimmer. As it happened, just as he reached me my feet touched the
bottom on a spit of sand which chanced to run out from the shore.
But that in no way detracted from the merit of Wallinger's rescue
performance.
He showed, too, his quickness in action on another occasion. I had
been out to dinner somewhere, and had taken him with me in one of
the open cars with a military chauffeur. The latter had been too
hospitably entertained by the household, and when we started for
home was thoroughly pickled. I did not notice it till we had gone
quite a distance, when the car suddenly started to make straight for
a palm tree by the side of the road. I said to Wallinger, who was
sitting beside me at the back of the car, "For God's sake stop that
chauffeur." The words were not out of my mouth before WaUinger
was over on the front seat in full control, with the driver deposited by
the side of the road. It really didn't, take more than a few seconds.
Wallinger was decidedly a man with whom I would have been glad
to go tiger shooting.
One was never dull at Alexandria. Those who were unfortunate